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"But you're in on it?"
"Of course I am. You can't say No to a thing like that
You came in on it yourself. I did because you did. Run
by Willett and Shordey and Lapham, it would have been
hopeless. Now at least there's a sporting chance, though it
is a devilish poor chance, if you ask me. Don't you agree?"
"About one to a hundred."
"Then we're wasting our time?"
"As long as we don't realize it too acutely, I suppose it
doesn't matter. But I should like Willett's 'poor men' to
have a run for their money."
Ballater turned over on his face and threw his towel
"When we do get permanent parole/' he said, "if we
ever do, the place I should like to live in is Enkendaal.
They were talking about it at dinner. The Baron said,
Should we like to live in Enkendaal? I thought at first he
meant in the Castle. But he meant on the estate. They
own the village and all the land for miles round. Such
country! Heath and pine. We went up to a place where
you can look out between two woods right across to the
German frontier. The Baron said if I wanted country and
you wanted books we couldn't do better in Holland. He'd
give you the run of his library."
"Did you see the library?"
"Yes. We went up there, into the tower."
"What kind of library is it?"
"Enormous. Great thick walls and	"
"I mean, what kind of boob?"
"Qh!" , . . Ballater was wriggling across the grass to-
wards his cigarette case. When the first wreath of smoke
had twined into the air, he had forgotten about books.
You'd like the place," he said. "There are two great
late at the foot of the tower—and the lilacs. ... I
admired them, and Julie gave	"
"Julie?" said Lewis.
Bailater smiled. "Well, I don't call her that to her
face yet In fact, I don't call her anything. I can't call
a perfectly good English girl Narwitz. She doesn't look

